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Key to my fate 


Author's Notes: 

This has been bouncing around my head for some time. | don't know, if I'm going to get very far with it or if 

anyone here is even intrested in reading it, but I'll post it anyway. 

The chapters will be divided between present time and Jens memories of the early days he met Tobi, so don't 
be surprised to read nothing mentioned in the summary in this first chapter. 

At the end of the chapter I'll include some quick background information on the universe the story takes place 
in 


Looking back it was probably inevitable. 


Jens remembered exactly the day he first met Tobias. 


It had been a Monday. Monday morning class with Mrs. Eichler. He was just thirteen at the time, shoulder 
length hair falling into his eyes, black clothes hanging off him and marking him as an outcast, even before he 
told others what kind of music he liked to listen to. Mrs. Eichler was their biology teacher, a stern Omega 


woman with none of the lenience that was usually ascribed to those of her status. When the school director 
came in, she stopped her monolog about the physiological differences of Alphas and Omegas and turned to look 


dourly at him over her glasses. 


"Mrs. Eichler, I'm sorry to interrupt. I'm just bringing you a new student", he said politely. 
Mrs. Eichler frowned. 


"A new student? This far into the school year?" 


He nodded. Jens thought it equally strange. They were halfway through sixth grade, new students usually joined 
at the beginning of the year. 


"Yes well, it seems he wasn't.. challenged enough at his previous school." 


At this Mrs. Eichlers brows shot up and with a dismissive tone she said: "Is that so? And which school was he 
visiting if | may ask?" 


"The Bardoschool. He has an average grade of 1,2." 


"One he is not likely to keep here." She pushed her glasses up with her middle finger, the way she always did. 
"Well then, send him in" 


The director nodded again and motioned to someone in the hallway. The curiosity of the class was practically 
palpable in the room, everyone wanted to see this new kid. They all seemed relatively disappointed when the 
boy coming into view wasn't much to look at at all. Skinny and really small. Hair that was longer than any of 
their parents would ever allow them. Behind him, the director, after a short salut to Mrs. Eichler, pulled the 
door shut. A moment of awkward silence stretched out as they all tried to figure out what this kid was going 
to be like. He didn't look like a teachers pet or a bully. But the way he was looking back at them with 
unconcealed curiosity hinted at him not being exactly shy either. 


"So, go on and tell the class your name, find yourself a seat. We haven't got all day", Mrs Eichler said 
impatiently. 


The new kid nodded and with a bright smile announced his name: "Tobias Sammet. Hi everyone." 


A mumbled hi went through the room and after a questioning look to Mrs. Eichler, who pointed her chin 
towards the back of the class, Tobias strolled in the direction of the empty chair next to Jens. Jens hastily 
scooted over to make room and tried not to stare, as the new boy, Tobias, he reminded himself, settled down 
next to him and took out his stuff. When it appeared that he was missing the textbook they were currently 
reading in, Jens pushed his to the middle of the table. 


"Thanks." Tobias whispered and gave him a bright smile. 


Warm brown eyes sparkled in the smaller boys face and Jens felt a rush of color to his cheeks. 

"You're welcome.", he mumbled, somewhat embarrassed by his reaction. 

During the lesson, instead of trying to keep as much space between them, as one usually would, Jens noticed 
Tobias practically leaning against his side. Soft rust coloured hair brushed over his arm and in response, the 
fine hair on Jens arms also rose. When the lesson ended and the other kids hurried to leave for their break, 
screaming and jeering all the way, Jens stayed behind. He didn't much like all the commotion, preferred to stay 
where it was quiet. Apparently, he wasn't the only one. The new boy had risen along with the others, but when 
he noticed Jens not moving, he stopped and cocked his head. 


"Aren't you coming?" 


"In a moment. When the others are gone." When Tobias didn't seem to want to leave, he added: "You can go 
ahead, I'll just be a minute." 


To his surprise Tobias didn't. The other boy walked back to Jens and sat on the desk next to theirs. 

"Nah, it's fine. lll just stay here and wait, if its all the same to you", he said, directing his gaze to the window. 
This threw Jens a little 

"Don't you want to play with the others? Moke friends?" 

"Maybe | wanna to be friends with you", Tobias said, almost defiantly 

As if he was getting ready to be rebuffed Jens furrowed his brow. He didn't quite know how to react to that. 
He didn't really have friends himself, not liking the roughhousing and showboating his classmates spent their 
time with. Surely he wasn't the best person for Tobias to befriend 

"Im not exactly popular around here", Jens stated matter of factly. 

Tobias shrugged 

"So? Neither am | at the moment! 

"You dont even know me", Jens pointed out 

"That can change” 


"| guess." 


Jens was frowning, but Tobias looked determined and when after some seconds the other boy still hadn't 


backed down, Jens sighed. 

"Fine", he relented. "But | have to warn you, | don't talk much." 

It was a last ditch attempt at getting Tobias off his case, but it had no effect whatsoever on the other boy. 
"That's okay, | can talk enough for the both of us." 

And boy did he ever. 

Back then Jens wouldn't have dreamed of the kinds of adventures he was going to experience with Tobi. And of 
the special bond, they would share. 

Annotations: 

Alphas: Alphas are the most naturally dominant and capable of siring children, regardless of biological gender. 


Omegas: Are the least naturally dominant and capable of bearing children, regardless of biological gender. 


Out of control 


Author's Notes: 
My second slash scene. | hope it's not too bad. Happy new year everyone! 


Jens wipped his forehead yet again. He felt hot, near melting. Sweat had been trailing down the nape of his neck 
in little rivulets for the past hour. But what really bothered him was, that he seemed to be the only one. 


"Everything alright?", Eggi asked. 
"Yeah, it's just really hot in here, don't you think?" 
Eggis brows rose in surprise. 


"Is it? Feels pretty normal to me." At the sight of perspiration on Jens face, he added quickly:"Should | ask the 


owner to turn on the air conditioning?" 

Annoyed at himself Jens shook his head. 

It's fine." 

"You sure? You look like you're running a fever", Eggi said concernedly. 

Jens smiled at his bandmates apparent worry, but brushed it off. 

"l'm probably coming down with something. Let's just get this show started so | can lie down afterwards." 
From the corner of his eye he noticed Tobi watching him and threw him a questioning look, but he only got a 
knowing grin in return. Now that he thought of it, Tobi had been behaving oddly the whole day; being unusually 
quiet and withdrawn. Maybe he too was feeling the effects of whatever Jens had? Jens would've gone over and 
asked him, if he'd expected to get a proper answer out of the singer. But in all likelihood Tobi would just laugh 
at him and tell him not to overthink everything so much. 

Then a thought struck him. He was supposed to take his inhibitors a some hours earlier, but he hadn't been 
able to find them, even though he was absolutely sure he'd remembered packing some when they set off for 
the show. Maybe it wasn't an imminent cold that was causing him to feel like this, maybe it was his heat? 
Now Jens was worried. He hadn't had a full blown heat since eight grade. He'd started taking inhibitors as soon 


as his cycle had been stable enough to allow for it. He'd always hated the loss of control that came with his 
baser instincts taking over and had been relieved to get rid of them. Though if what he was currently 


experiencing where the first symptoms of an oncoming heat, how come none of the others had notified him 
about it? Noone in their right mind would let an Alpha in heat onto a stage, with dozens of tempting Omegas 
practically flinging themselves at him. Then again, none of his bandmates, other than Tobi, had ever really 
experienced a heat with Jens. They'd only met after he was already on inhibitors and hadn't had one in a year. 


A soft draft of air on his neck brought him out of his thoughts and made him duck his head reflexively. 


"Come on, we should've been on the stage half an hour ago", Tobi told him over his shoulder. 
Resisting the urge to scratch the spot Tobi had breathed against, he made a mental note to go and find a 
pharmacy as soon as their gig here was finished. He really really hated, how his heat made even Tobis fleeting 


touch on his shoulder as he went ahead, into something incredibly arousing. 


He vowed, he'd find a pharmacy as soon as the show was over. And then lock himself in his flat until the 
worst had passed. 


The show itself was terrific. The audience was under Tobis spell and their diminutive singer made the stage his 
own like noone else could By the end, they were all sweaty and exhausted yet drunk on happiness and far from 
tired. During the concert, Jens had managed to shake the feeling of his coming heat off, but now, that it was 
over it returned full force. Not even the cool air outside, as they loaded their instruments into Felix old van 
could calm the fire raging in his blood. 

"Let's get something to drink", Dirk proclaimed grinning. 

Eggi and Felix jeered loudly, but Jens shook his head. 


"Count me out. I'm wiped", he said. 


He needed his inhibitors as soon as possible, if it wasn't already to late. Dirk groaned disappointed and threw 
Tobias a questioning gaze. But the singer too raised his hands in decline. 


"Nope, sorry, not me either. I'm gonna shower and go to bed, maybe read something. You three have fun" 


"Read my ass. What are you, fifty? Man, I'm used to Jens being akilljoy, but you? You're just looking for a 
pretty Omega to worship you for the rest of the night", Dirk complained. 


Instead of denying and hitting back like he usually would, Tobi just smiled. There was defintely something 


strange going on with their singer. 
The three of them climbed into the car. 


"Remeber we have practice tomorrow. No showing up late just because you're hungover, you hear me?", 


Tobias called after them jokingly. 


Someone flipped him the bird out of the window, then the engine roared to life and Jens and Tobi stayed behind 
on the now empty street in front of the club. 


"Read?" Jens asked skeptical 

Tobi grinned and shrugged his shoulders. 
"My way with words has to be trained" 
ee 


He slung his guitar case over his shoulder and when he realized, that Tobias wasn't moving, he threw him 


another glance. 
"You're gonna move anytime soon?" 
When all Tobias did was to cock his head in a way, that could only be described as clueless, he sighed. 


Tobias eyes danced with laugther as he joined up with Jens and ducked his head under Jens arm. It was 
strange, how he'd always seemed to fit perfectly like this, pressed against Jens side. It might've seemed odd to 
other people, two grown men walking like a couple together, but to them it came as natural as breathing. 
Tobias was humming something and Jens felt himself relax to the sound of the singers voice. He felt warm, 
and comfortable despite the chilling wind tugging at their clothes. 

Getting to Tobias flat was a journey that took forever, since the owner of said flat could not pass by a shop 
window, without looking and commenting excessively on it. It was typical Tobi stuff, but right know Jens had no 
patience for it. Multiple times he actively had to suppress a growl when the other man stopped yet again to 
notice this or that. By the time Tobi had bent down to stroke a happily purring cat, Jens was soaked through 
the bones from the light drizzle that had started just after the show. His hope of making it to a pharmacy in 
time for it to still be open had all but vanished. How he was going to make it back to his own apartment 
without going crazy from all the hormones raging inside of him he didn't want to think of. 


"Tobi", he groaned and shifted his weight uncomfortably. 


The buildings around them were old tenement houses, run-down and graffiti decorated. Half the street lights 


seemed to be out of order. 
"You really live in a shitty neighborhood", he told the singer, not for the first time. 
Tobi looked around as if taking in his surroundings for the first time. 


"You think?" 


"| do. | don't feel good about you walking along here every night, all by yourself. It's dangerous." 


"You wanna join me then?", Tobi asked easily and threw Jens a smile. 

He would. If Tobi would let him, he'd probably not leave the smaller mans side until he had looked his front 
door behind him. But these things annoyed Tobias. He didn't like feeling controlled. So Tobi never asked and Jens 
had stopped offering a while ago. Next to him, the object of his contemplations chuckled, effectively bringing 
Jens back to the present. 

"You worry too much", Tobi said. "l'm of no interest for anyone. | don't carry any money with me." 

"There are other things people could do than rob you." 

"Like what? Beat me up? Rape me?" 

Jens nodded. 

"My kind doesn't get raped, remember? So I'm perfectly safe." 

Jens didn't tell him, that even though Tobis kind usually made for unlikely rape victims, Tobi could be easily 
mistaken for an Omega. His slight stature and vertical disadvantage had mislead many people in the past. 


Maybe that was the reason, Jens skin crawled with excitement every time Tobis hand brushed his. 


When they'd finally reached their destination it was half past midnight. There went his plan on buying some 
inhibitors. Angrily he kicked an empty can into the street. 


"Did that coke can insult your hair?", Tobi asked unimpressed. 


"No, | just." He searched his mind for a reason he could present Tobi without telling him the truth. Without 
telling him, that his whole being screamed for Tobias touch. "It's the rain", he finished lamely. 


Who was he even kidding? He could never lie to Tobi. As expected the younger man laughed at him. Jens 


scowled. 

"Oh come on. It's not the rain" 

"It could be", Jens insisted, despite feeling childish doing so. 
Tobi shook his head good-naturedly. 

"Fine. If it is, you can just stay with me for tonight" 


That was a horrible idea Spending the first night of his heat in close quarters with the object of his desire 


was the most horrible idea that had ever crossed his mind. It was ludicrous. But Tobis mind seemed set and 


usually that meant, that no matter how hard Jens protested, the singer would end up winning. 
"I know, its cramped and dark and filthy, but at least it's dry", Tobi said. 
"So you got your landlord to fix your shower", Jens asked challenging. 


‘Okay mostly dry. Besides, showers are supposed to be wet and you probably weren't going to sleep on my 


bathroom floor, or were you?" 

| was actually going to sleep in my bed. In my apartment." 
Tobi waved his argument aside. 

"Details. Now get in here or I'll have to drag you." 


As if he could. Jens was most likely double Tobis weight. But Tobis words left no room for protest and so he 
stepped inside, hearing the hardwood floor creak under his feet. He winced, earning him another chuckle. 


‘It's better upstairs. Follow me, the lights on this floor don't work" 

It wasn't better upstairs. It was worse. Much worse. Tobis flat was covered in books and empty pizza boxes 

and other stuff that Jens didn't even want to think about. He couldn't sleep here. He'd be up all night thinking 
about when the last time was, Tobi had washed his sheets. Probably when he moved in. Not wanting to insult 
his friend he managed a weak smile. 

"You cleaned up for me?", he joked, but it sounded forced even to his own ears. 


Tobi rolled his eyes. 


"Not everyone can be such a clean freak, you know. Fuse is blown, by the way, so I'll have to pop down the 


basement for a second.” 

"Stay", Jens interrupted 

Upon realizing he had grabbed Tobis arm, he dropped it awkwardly. 
"Stay. | don't mind", he repeated 


It was another lie, they both knew he hated the dark. But the thought of Tobi going out again made him even 


more anxious. 


"Fine", Tobi said indulgently. "Now loose the jacket, you're going to catch your death, if you stay in these wet 
clothes. I'll go get us something to drink." 


Obeying Jens shrugged out of his coat and after a moment of hesitation pulled his dripping shirt off too. He 
was still melting. Seeing his bandmate standing their half naked upon his return, Tobi raised an eyebrow, but 
otherwise didn't comment. He'd brought two bottles of beer and changed into dry clothes, a loose fitting shirt 
and some equally loose pants. Sadly, that did nothing to quell Jens libido. Before he caught himself, he was 
breathing in deep, scenting the frontman. There was sweat, of course, and rain, but also the smell of paper and 


ink and it caused him to step closer to the singer and nuzzle his nose into Tobis neck 


This is bad, he thought, I'm going to lose it. But right as he was about to convince himself to back away, a 
quiet sigh startled him. Tobi was actually tilting his head, giving Jens better access. Under any other 
circumstances, the guitarist would've stopped to ask him about it, but right now nothing was further from his 
mind. Right know all he could think about was the warmth of Tobias skin against his lips, as he pressed his face 
to the smaller mans neck. A hand tangled in his hair, while another made its way across his chest, not pushing 
away, but stroking softly in a way that made Jens want to kiss the other man. So he did. He started right 
were he was at the neck, then down over Tobis slim shoulder, to his collarbones and his throat. He heard Tobis 
soft moans and his head swam with desire. Slowly, he kissed his way down Tobis chest until he dropped to his 


knees on the floor, face level with the result of his actions. 


Steeling his last resolve he cast an uncertain look up at his long time friend. Instead of the reluctance or 
disgust he expected, he was meet with heated cheeks and pupils blown so wide Tobis brown eyes seemed 
almost black. Still, Jens didn't move, scared he'd ruin the friendship that had been his constant for nearly a 
decade now. Then, almost imperceptibly, Tobi nodded. 


Tentatively Jens stroked his hands over Tobis legs, up to his ass and to the front again. A shuddering breath 
his only guidance. With shaking fingers he pulled Tobis pants down, along with his underwear and inhaled the 


musky scent. 
"Okay?", he asked. 
"Okay", came the strained reply from Tobi. 


Careful not to startle his friend, Jens dipped forward and licked the tip of Tobis length. He felt Tobias leaning 
back against a dresser and hands on his shoulders. But the hands just rested there, Tobi still wasn't pulling 
away. Encouraged Jens took the tip of the others cock in his mouth and sucked softly. A long moan was his 


reward. A smirk split the guitarists face and despite the heat pooling in his gut, he started patiently coaxing 
Tobi into full hardness. 


"Bed?", he suggested, when the singers moans came faster and louder everytime he drew back and went down 


agai n. 


Tobi only managed a nod and stumbled, as he moved away from the dresser. Jens caught him and without 
heading the protesting squeal, lifted him up into his arms and carried him over to the bedroom. Tobis bedroom 
was equally messy as the rest of his flat. Clothes were strewn all over the floor, but Jens didn't care. Not at 


this moment. All that mattered now was Tobias soft skin against his own heated one and the rub of the 
singers length against his as he laid the smaller man on the bed and crawled on top of him. 


"We shouldn't do this", he gasped between kisses, pulling back to look Tobi in the face. 
Tobias eyes gleamed mockingly. 


"Really? You want to stop now? And do what, sleep on the couch? My, as | should mention, extremely filthy 


couch that's covered in crumbs and juice spills, you want that?" 


Before Jens could even reply, Tobi was already pulling him back down and sucking bruises onto Jens skin. Briefly 
the guitarist wondered, if he was marking him, but when Tobi bit his earlobe, all rational thought fled him. 


Letting himself get swept away by the sensation of Tobis much smaller body against his he started rocking his 
hips against the singers. Tobi was panting beneath him, sweat shinning on his chest and Jens bent over to lick 


it off. 


"Fuck me.", Tobi gasped breathlessly and Jens nearly howled from happiness at hearing the plea 

With one hand he ligned his cock up with Tobis entrance and it took all his willpower, not to just plunder the 
smaller man right there. Instead he dipped only his tip in, groaning at the tightness that met him. Dimly he was 
aware of nails scratching over his back as he slowly slid inside the singer. The heat and pressure was almost 
unbearable. His arms were shaking with the effort it took him to stay still, once he was sheathed all the way. 
Tobias eyes were closed and his brow furrowed as if in pain. Nuzzling into Tobis throat and kissing the tender 
spot right over the others Adams apple, Jen tried to comfort his mate, - and when had he started thinking of 
Tobias as his mate? It didn't matter. All that mattered now was soothing Tobis discomfort and turning it into 
pleasure. With one hand, he took a hold of the singers length and started stroking it in time with his own 
movements. Carefully opening Tobi up to his ministrations. By the time his cock went smoothly in and out of 


the younger man, the singer was moaning again, frantically kissing and biting at Jens lips as if to devour him. 
"Tobi, | think I'm gonna-" 
And right as his pleasure reached it's peak, Tobi whispered in his ear: "Mark me." 


And so Jens did. As his release filled Tobis hole, his mouth searched for the spot on the others neck he was 
going to put his mark. Then he sank his teeth into him. Tobi groaned loudly and Jens could feel a wetness 
against his stomach, but he was much to busy lapping up the blood that welled from the wound that was now 
placed a little to the left on the singers throat. 


He felt the base of his own cock swell and pushed closer to the other man, earning him a small grunt. 


When the heat in his gut finally retreated, he slowly raised his head to look Tobias in the eyes. Noting the 
large bite mark he had left on the others pale skin, he licked his lips to apologize, but a hand against his mouth 
silenced him. Without breaking their gaze, Tobias reached one hand up to lie against Jens chest, right over his 
pounding heart and the other guided Jens fingers to press against the mark he'd just made. A quiet hiss 
escaped Tobi at the touch, but he didn’t allow Jens to flinch back. He held his eyes locked to the guitarists and 


said, slowly, emphatically: 


"Mine." 


Something has taken over 
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Tobi had been there, when Jens got his first heat. It was the weekend and they were sitting on the swings in 
the local playground. While Tobi was swinging wildly back and forth, Jens didn't move much, outside of a small 


rocking motion back and forth. 


He didn't feel so good. A strange churning sensation had accompanied him since he woke up, he'd nearly 
considered canceling on Tobi, but then he remembered how much Tobi disliked staying at home. He'd probably 
go out anyway and get lost. That was one thing, he'd learned about Tobi within the first few weeks of Tobi 


joining their class: He got lost everywhere. 


It wasn't rare for the younger boy to turn up to class 40 minutes late because he'd taken a wrong turn and 
ended up at the other end of town After the second week, their teacher had thrown a fit. She'd demanded he 
either get his parents to bring him to school, or for him to get up early enough so he could get lost and stil 
be on time. Tobi had looked so hopeless at the mention of his parents bringing him, that Jens had taken pity on 
the smaller boy. Despite feeling, that someone Tobis age should be perfectly capable of getting to school on his 
own, he offered to pick him up on his way. They didn't live that far apart anyway. 


Tobi had absolutely loved that idea. So, for the past month Jens had gotten up half an hour early to walk to 
Tobis house and wait for the other boy to come out. Not, that he had to wait long. Most of the time, Tobi 
was already sitting on the steps outside, when he arrived. He'd jump up at the sight of Jens and make his way 
over, grinning broadly all the way. And as soon as he caught up with the older boy, he'd start talking and 
wouldn't stop, until their teacher told him to either shut up or go home. 


He never seemed to want to go home. On their way back he'd dawdle, so much, that Jens was often late for 
lunch. It was even worse on the weekends. Tobi only went back inside once it was fully dark. And Jens, feeling 
some sort of strange responsibility for the smaller boy stayed with him. His parents didn’t like Tobi much, he 
didn't know exactly why. They said he was too loud and too energetic, but Jens enjoyed Tobis incessant chatter. 
It filled the quiet he so often struggled with. 

Anyway, his parents didn't like Tobi, so most of their time together was spent outside on the playground. 


But today Jens couldn't focus on listening to Tobi. He'd gotten lost somewhere around the topic of cows 
actually making good pets, when he smelled it. 


Sweet, almost honey like, mixed with notes of lavender and vanilla and wafting over to them from where a 


group of slightly older girls was sitting. Jens frowned, flaring his nostrils to catch a better whiff. 


He hadn't noticed when Tobi had stopped talking. 

"You okay Jens?", came Tobis raspy voice beside him. 

Jens startled and ducked his head in embarrassment. 

"Sorry, what were you saying?" 

But Tobi only turned a thoughtful look on the same group of girls Jens had been eying. 
"You can smell it, can't you? Their scent", he said after a moment. 


Jens hesitated, then nodded softly. Tobi looked contemplative. When he didn't say anything else, Jens gathered 


all his courage and asked: "You can too, right? Smell them, | mean" 

Turning to him Tobi gazed speculatively into Jens eyes, which made the taller boy strangely uncomfortable. 
"Yeah, but that's nothing new. lve always been able to do that 

"How's that?" 

Tobi shrugged 

"Hts something to do with my status, | guess. Being a Beta and all.*, he trailed of, not looking at Jens anymore. 
But now it was Jens turn to be interested 

"You're a Beta? How'd you figure?" 

Another shrug. 

"Dunno. ve just always been that. It's no big deal" 

Jens begged to differ. 


"Are you kidding me? You're younger than me, yet you already know your status and can sense those of 
others? That's awesome!" 


A wry grin stole it's way onto Tobis lips. 


"You think so?" 


"Duh." 


For a moment Jens took satisfaction in the small smile, that Tobis face now held, then a new thought occurred 


to him. 
"Can you tell, what my status is?" 


Now Tobi was frowning again and Jens wished he hadn't asked, because Tobi pulled his knees against his chest 
and hugged his legs. 


"Why'd you wanna know?", he asked sullenly. 
Jens tilted his head in confusion. 
"Why wouldn't |? It's going to define how my live will go when | get older. Of course | want to know." 


That explanation didn't seem to convince Tobi, who stared morosely on ahead and didn't give Jens an answer. 


Disappointed, Jens sighed. 


"| don't know what | am. | can't even tell, what those girls are. They smell sweet, but | can't place it anywhere 


yet and it's driving me-" 

"Omegas." 

"Hm?" 

Jens stopped to look at his friend of four weeks. 

"The girls, they're Omegas." 

"Wow,", Jens said. "You can tell that from here?" 

Tobi nodded. 

"And you're going to be an Alpha 

Now Jens was positively bursting with excitement. Alpha, that meant he was part of the dominant population. 
Just like his parents were. With two Alpha parents, it was likely, he'd end up an Alpha, but it wasn't a 100% 
certain. After all, both his parents carried Beta and Omega genes, so he could've ended up an Omega just as 
well. He wondered, whether his parents knew. If Tobi could tell, then surely, so could they. But why hadn't they 
said anything? Maybe they'd wanted him to find out on his own. Yes, that had to be it. Now he couldn't wait to 


get home and ask them all about it. 


"You sure seem happy." 


Tobi still held that same hunched over posture, his head resting on his knees, his eyes resting evenly on Jens. 


"Well yeah, | mean, my parents are both Alphas, so | figured I'd probably be too. But | wasn't sure. Josh - you 
know Josh? from ‘th grade? - anyway, his parents are both Alphas, yet he presented as an Omega. That 
must've been rough. His parents probably didn't know what to do with him the first time he..” 


Jens trailed off, embarrassed. One usually didn't talk about these things. But he was just so jittery he could 
barely hold still. He wondered when his first heat was going to be. Would his mum allow him to stay home? It 
probably wasn't wise to go to school like that, not the first time, but his mother was pretty strict about 
things like that. 


"Your parents will be happy then", Tobi said sounding oddly quiet. 


"Yeah." Feeling Tobi watch him so impassively made him nervous. "Not, that they would've had a problem with 
me being an Omega, though, there's nothing wrong with that. Or with Betas. | didn't mean to say that-", he 
hastily added and broke off, relieved to see a grin forming on Tobis face. 

"You're really shit at that whole talking thing, you know that", the younger boy said. 


Jens rubbed his neck, his cheeks burning. 

"I know." He was just glad Tobi wasn't behaving so distant anymore. " ‘S what | have you for." 

His heat came that same evening. They barely made it to Tobis house before it started. Sweat running down 
his brow and his breath coming in short gasps. It felt like his body was on fire, tingling all over. All the scents 
he caught on their way were so curious and new, Tobi all but dragged him along, straining his lighter weight 


against Jens broader built. 


Mr. Sammet drove him home, not commenting on Jens squirming and tossing in the backseat. Tobi had offered 


to come along, but his father had told him to stay home. 


We opened the door after midnight 
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share each others feelings and sometimes even thoughts. 


When he woke up the next morning, Tobi was gone. The bedside next to him was empty and a quick brush with 
his hand over the cold sheets told him, that it had been for some time. For a second Jens felt an acute 
sensation of loss, beofre reminding himself, that Tobi had always been an early bird. Last to sleep and first to 
rise. He found him in the kitchen. The singer was bend over the counter reading what appeared to be the 


newspaper. The smell of coffee filled the room. Jens cleared his throat and Tobi flinched. 
"Oh, you're awake.", he said, turning around to face Jens. 


Was it just him or was Tobi equally as uncomfortable with the situation as he was? Searching for words Jens 
gaze swept over the singers small kitchen It was just as unorderly as the rest of his flat. Every surface was 
occupied by piles of empty wrappers, books, papers and groceries. Crumbs were stuck to Jens bare feet. He 
rubbed them against his leg to get rid of the nasty remnants of food, realizing belatedly, that he was stil 
naked and that Tobis eyes had followed the movement. Heat rose to his cheeks. It wasn't, as if they both 
hadn't seen each other naked before, but after last night it was different. Carried different implications. 


"I should probably put some clothes on" 
"Probably", Tobi echoed. 


When he returned, this time dressed, Tobi was busying himself with the coffee machine. It was then, that Jens 


noticed the wound on the others throat. His mark. He'd been the one to bite Tobi. Bad enough for it to bleed. 
Not anymore though. It was mostly scabbed over now, Tobi having always been a fast healer. Still Jens felt 
guilty. He should never have done, what he did He should've controlled himself better. But he also couldn't help 
but feel a tad bit of satisfaction in seeing his mark on Tobis pale skin Just a sliver. He really fucked up. 


Stepping up behind Tobi he pushed the singers hair aside for closer inspection. Tobi startled and ducked his 


head away to throw him an accusing glance. 


"Sorry", Jens said, not knowing, if what he was apologizing for was startling Tobias or injuring him. He let his 


hand fall to his side. "It looks bad. Does it hurt?" 


In a seemingly unconscious gesture, Tobi rubbed his finger over the wound. They came away sightly bloodied 
and Jens winced at the sight. 


"A little", Tobi admitted finally. 

"I'm sorry", Jens repeated. "Can | help?" 

Tobi frowned. "How?" 

Jens pointed to the first aid kit under the sink. It had it's perks, being in charge of dealing with Tobis various 
cuts and bruises the singer somehow managed to gain on a daily basis. He knew his way around Tobis 
apartment, even if he didn't like visiting it. 

Tobi shrugged his shoulders and Jens motioned for him to sit down. Kneeling before the smaller man, he took in 
the severity of the wound. It wasn't as terrible as he'd thought. Big and ugly, but not very deep. At least it 


seemed like he'd shown some restraint during yesterdays events. 


Carefully he applied some ointment over the bite mark But when he reached up to cover it with a band aid 
Tobi caught his wrist. 


"Leave it" 

Jens furrowed his brow. 

"You sure? It's pretty big. What if the others notice?" 
He didn't want to think about how they would react. 
"Let them notice." 


There was a steely edge to Tobis voice that Jens wasn't used to. It left no room for argument. He put the 
med kit aside and waited for Tobi to say something, anything to make the silence that never used to be there 


before disappear. What he didn't expect Tobi to say was: 
"Your bus leaves in twenty minutes." 


It was as much of an eviction as Jens had ever been given. Tobi had never thrown him out before. Not when 
they were kids, not after they'd gotten their own flats, not ever. He'd spent whole weekends at Tobis, cleaning 
the place, playing video games, writing songs and the notion of throwing Jens out had never once appeared. Was 
this it? Was this Tobis way of telling Jens that last night had been a mistake? That they were done? Their 


friendship over? 
But he's yours now, an inner voice told Jens and he balked at the thought. Your bonded. 


It was true, they were. But it hadn't been intentional. Jens hadn't wanted to bond with Tobi. (Had he?) It had 
just been his heat and Tobis scent and oh god, he was so fucked. How would they ever get out of this mess? 
There was no way of undoing this. Once bonded, there was no going back. They were mates now and nothing 
would change that. Yet, Jens didn't feel any different. Didn't feel Tobis presence in the back of his mind, like 
he'd learned mates did in school. Couldn't sense Tobis feelings as if they were his own Maybe it hadn't taken? 
Tobi was a Beta after all. Was such a thing even possible? Could Betas mate? Jens had never asked and right 


now he cursed himself for that. 

Curiously he glanced at the younger man. Searched his face for signs, that Tobi was experiencing the same 
inner turmoil as he did. He found none. Tobis face was as empty as Jens had ever seen it. He felt confused and 
helpless, even more so, when Tobi got back up and turned back to the coffee machine, his back to Jens. 
Everything in the guitarist screamed at him, that this was wrong. That Tobi should be in his arms, not at the 
other side of the room. 

He didn't voice any of those thoughts. Instead moving slowly to pack up his things. Tobis watchful eyes on him. 


"See you at practice?", Tobi asked, as Jens reached for the door handle to leave. 


He was still standing too far away, leaning against the door frame, to the kitchen. But at least he'd said they'd 


see each other again. This wasn't goodbye. 

The weight around Jens heart softened and smiled relieved. 
"Syre" 

Tobi nodded, seemingly satisfied. 

"Later." 


He waved at Jens and went back into the kitchen. 


"Later", Jens affirmed, more to himself, than Tobi. 


